That swineherd stared upon her face and said,
'No man alive, no man among the dead,
Has won the gold his cars of battle bring/
'But if your master comes home triumphing
Why must you blench and shake from foot to crown?'
Thereon he shook the more and cast him down
Upon the web-heaped floor, and cried his word:
'With him is one sweet-throated like a bird/
'You dare me to my face/ and thereupon
She smote with raddled fist, and where her son
Herded the cattle came with stumbling feet,
And cried with angry voice, 'It is not meet
To idle life away, a common herd/
*I have long waited, mother, for that word:
But wherefore now?'
'There is a man to die;
You have the heaviest arm under the sky/
'Whether under its daylight or its stars
My father stands amid his battle-cars/
'But you have grown to be the taller man/
'Yet somewhere under starlight or the sun
My father stands/
'Aged, worn out with wars
On foot, on horseback or in battle-cars/
fl only ask what way my journey lies,
For He who made you bitter made you wise/
*The Red Branch camp in a great company
Between wood's rim and the horses of the sea.